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r GOOD HEAVENS. '\-^ 
SOMEONE IS ON / , 
THAT TRACK. 'J?^ 




tf/HE RAIL LANDS, CR05SING THE 
1 BODY OF THE LEPER AND THIRD 





JSS THE TRUTH SERUM 
WEARS OFF, A SUDDEN '■ 
LEAP CATCHES DR. NEMESIS}' 
BY SURPRISE ' 

DEFEATED AAE,*.iH 
(I CAN'T FACEV 
flTHE 5HAME.') 



f&ATER 




.-AND SO. DR.NEMI5I5 »— < I DR. 
FOUND A CAVE BENEATH kj NEMESIS. . 
THE SUBWAY WHERE LEPERS}> HE'S * 

WERE KEPT IN CHAINS 'WONDERFUL! 

AND THAT EXPLAINS THAT ', WHy AREN'T 
RECENT MASSACRE OF OUR I you MORE 
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NO/ YOU COAST' 
EUARDS/rtED'LL. HAVE TO , 
LOOK BEFORE VOU SHOOD.l 
YOU CAN'T GO BY SHELL 
ADY BORE I . 
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OUR AGENTS SPIRITED THEM AWAY 
FRO/V\ THE WEAK AMERICAN 
JAILS. MY SCIENTISTS 
ARE FEEDING THEM A 
SPECIAL 
VITAMIN 
DIET TO 
DOUBLE 
THEIR 
STRENGTH 



WITH ALL THAT STRENGTH, WILL'S? 
THEY HAVE THE COURAGE TO I 
' FACE THE SWORD AND 

LANCER 

AGAIN? 

WATCH? 




^Phe world seems to be ' 
torn asunder as arthur' 1 , 
draws excalibur from 
it's scabbard, 

OF SOLID 
ROCK 





^HE SWORD AND LANCER CLEAR 
A WIDE SWATH THROUGH THE FLAMES, 




QUICK.' OUTSIDE.') fHO LIVES LOST — BUT 

EVERyoNE/fpfy I morgana and her 

BULLIES GOT__-s 
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NEITHER STRENGTH NOR 
SORCERY CAN OVERCOME 
THE SWORD AND LANCER- 
BUT WE. DID MAKE 
HUNDREDS OF WORKERS 
HOMELESS — NOW WE 
MUST KEEP THEM 
THAT WAY/ 




PEOPLE OF TRAILER-TOWN 

MUST HAVE SHELTER 
PROVIDED FOR THEM OR 
THEIR WORKING CAPACITY 
WILL FALL OFF.' THE WAR ) 
PLANT MUST STAY 
ON SCHEDULE 




PEOPLE OF LAKEVILLE, YOU MUST] 

ALL OPEN yOUR 5-^ — -4 

HOT! THEY'RE] 
JUST A DIRTY. 
BUNCH OP 
. FOREIGNERS.' J 



ARE YOU GOING TO LET HIM TALK] 
YOU INTO LETTING 
THOSE FOREIGNERS/ O VEAH.' IF 1 
INTO OUR PART Y YA LET 'EM IN,1 
OF TOWN? W~~^ LAKEVILLE WILL 
500N BE AS FILTHy T 
AS TRAILER-TOWN .'j 



b. V 



WAIT A MINUTE, MR.LAKE, WE DON'T 
WANT- A BUNCH OF DIRTy 
FOREIGNERS CLUTTERING 
UP OUR HOMES ' 



IT'S WORKING^/ BUT OUR WIVES.' 
.OUT FINE >hJ\ OUR CHILDREN .' / 
'NOW IfJ^::[ THEY CAN'T , 
I CAN *^0. \ SLEEP IN J 

JUST STARTW THE 
,. A RIOT, THEjt STREETS.', 
( PLANT WILL ) ^— — , 





NOW THE 
LAKEVILLITES 
AND TRAILER- 
TOWNERS ARE 
WORKING 
TOGETHER AND 
SLEEPING 
IN EACH OTHERS 
HOMES. ...THEY 
HAVE DISCOVERED 
THAT DESPITE 
COLOR, CREED, OR 
RACE , WE'RE 
ALL AMERICANS 
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[ THERE GOES DAD AGAINJIM.TO RAY MORE) WHY DONY YOU 
[BLOOD MONEY TO THAT BLACKMAILER, 
k l J M GOING- TO FOLLOW HIM AND RUTA 
[STOP TO THIS—^— ^m I 

^1 



IT IS MY BUSINESS/ 
.MIND YOUR OWN \THAT FIEND DAD 
BUSINESS TOM, DAD JCALLS THE COUGAR 
KNOWS WHAT /HAS GONETOOFAR. 






mq.risk/the man who KNOWS NO FEAP 
AND HIS FAITHFUL COMPANION AND 
SERVANT, ABDUL? 




AND YOU THINK HE'LLTRY TO KILL YOU TO J 
SEALYOUP LIPS? LOCK ALL DOORS/ ~ 
AND WINDOWS.' I'LL., 
GET THERE AS 
FAST AS 
POSSIBLE 



NO TRUER WORDS WERE EVER 
SPOKEN* FOR EVEN AS MR. RISK 
AND ABDUL RACE THROUGH THE 
NIGHT. THE COUGAR STALKS HIS 
PREY. 
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(JAM BRETT stared morosely into his empty glass 
i k->, i^g he]1 to see Jack B|QQd ge( con(rol 

! Pamell had loaned considerable 



the Rafter T Dave 



irtgages 



_,* before he died, 
on several ranches as security. He's gol t,„j, c , 
my outfit, and yours. Tomorrow, Jack Blood will own 
thai pip.:-_- You site what 'II hanpen then" 

"He'll close down," Teton nodded. "Well, vou'll have 
to admit Jack Blood tried to find Johnny Farnell to 
p, hu S,„ his dadd y ;vas dead and he owned 'the 

"Finally located him in Texas,. I hear— just too late 
The kid had just had an accident the day before! 
seems like. Him and his bronc had gone over a high 
canyon wall Into a river. Didn't nobody see it happen, 
and they didn t find the kid's body. But they found 
his hoss lodged on a drift, and it was plain Johnny 
Parnell nad died in the canyon. That's the story a 
Texas sheriff sent back here, and I reckon it musta 
Ian Bospel, 

"Reckon so "said Teton. "Well, looks like the devlJ 
takes car* of his whelps—" 



The Gold- 



By Cliff 



THE Desert Queen was crowded tonight— but Jard 
Santee sat alone. Santee wai a gunman, a killer, 
a pariah among honest, decent men. He was big, 
with a Sisblike body that held unbelievable power 
and speed and agility. Below bristly red hair, his 
hawkish features were predatory. Dull yellow eyes 
swam with naked cruelty and arrogant contempt for 
his fellow men. Jard Santee recognized only one su- 
p_erior— Jack Blood, self-styled boss of the Jarnado 
range. Santee WU Jack Blood's watchdog. 

More than usual, those in the Desert Queen avoided 
Jard Eanlee tonight. For they knew by the sardonic 
light in his eyes, but the sullen droop of his thin lips, 
that he was kill-hungry. And they were careful to 
do nothing that might let loose his swift gun-wrath. 
Santee sat at a table that was apart from all others, 
near a closed door that opened into a back room. Be- 
yond this door was Santee's boss, Jack Blood, sitting 
in a big-stake poker game. 

Jard Santee shii'.id :-e=:Iesstv, watching with sullen 
resentment the noisy revelry in the big room. He 
fiercely hated these laughing, roistering men who 
thought they were too good to drink or gamble with 
him. Later, maybe, his resentment would explode in 
swift, deadly action. His lips twitched as he thought 
of how Jack Blood was slowly gaining control of this 
fertile range. 

Wiry, bearded Teton Smith and rawboned old Sam 
Brett stood at the bar. sipping their drinks. 

"Like a desert rattler." Teton said, watching Santee. 
"And twice as mean," Sam Brett nodded- "Jack 
Blood, f hear, is losin' again tonight." 
"Money that's not rightly his to lose." 
"But it will be, tomorrow," Sam Brett pointed out 
"V.'hen old Dave Parnell died, you remember, he 
willed his stepson. Jack Blood, five thousand dollars 
in cash. And to his son, Johnny Parnell. he willed 
the Rafter T and everything on 'it— provided Johnnv 
Parnell showed up within one year to claim it. ff the 
kid didn't show up inside a year, then the Rafter T 
went to Jack Blood along with the five thousand. 
The year's up tomorrow — and Johnny Parnell hasn't 
Come back " 

"And won't," old Teton said regretfully. "Been ten 
years since the button left, ain't it? He was fifteen 
then It was soon after Dave Parnell married the 
second time. Jack Blood's mother. Jack was older'n 
Johnny, and was alius bullyin' the kid. That's why 
Johnny Parnell lit a shuck. He couldn't get along with 
his stepbrother Don't reckon old Dave ever heard 
from the kid, but he kept hopin' he'd come back 



The balwings flapped, and a man came into the 
Desert Queen. He was lean, tawny-haired, with • 
ragged scar writhing across one side of his brown 
young face. A thonged-duwn gun rode low on hit 
thigh. His smoky eyes probed the room briefly, then 
he crossed to the bar. limping slightly ts he threaded 
his way among the dancers. He lurried, his back to 
the bar, his tawny eyes again sweeping the room. 

That gaze touched Jard Santee, and paused. De- 
liberately, insolently, he stared at the hawk-faced 
killer. Santee stirred, like a disturbed rattler, A 
puzzled look in his dull eyes, 

Teton Smith whispered: "The crazv voung fool — 
Santee's been lookin' for a victim all night'" 

But Santee did nothing, just sat there with power- 
ful shoulders hunched forward. The lean, youth's gaze 
passed on. He waited -till the jangly music had 
stopped, then he called loudly: 

"Sashay to the' bar, gents— I'm buvin'. Just call me 
the Gold-Dust Kid. and name vour pizen!" 

There was a swift movement toward the bar. 
Ranchers sheepmen, miners— .all gathered about the 
Gold-Dust Kid. eager for free drinks. 

Jard Santee came last, moving across the floor with 
a jerky, crablike gait. Sudden quiet gripped the room, 
Jard Santee was an outcast, a kill-for-money gunman. 
But the Gold-Dust Kid was a stranger on the Jornado 
range— mavbe he didn't know that. 

The Gold-Dust Kid stood still with his back to the 
bar, and in the silence his voice was like frosted 
steel. 

I, back to your table, Santee— I don't drink 
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Jard Santee rocked back on his heels, as if he'd been 
slapped in the face. He stood with head hunched 
forward, surprise and puzzlement and fierce rage mak- 
ing a ghastly pattern on his face. 

There was a hissing of indrawn hreaths. a scuff of 
boots as men moved away from the bar. Now, they 
thought, a man was about to die. Now, in just a sec- 
ond, Jard Santee's powerful, cat-quick body would 
explode in swift, cyclonic violence as he grabbed for 
his deadly guns— and the Gold-Dust Kid would die. 

THE Gold-Dust Kid had stepped away from the bar. 
He stood, slouched lazily, a cold grin twitching his 
BpS, the scar on his face red in the dirty lamplight, 
He couldn't help sensing the shocked silence in the 
room, the pity in the eves of the spectators 

The Gold-Dusi Kid said sharply: "You heard me, 
Santee. You're not fit to stay in the same room with 
other men. You're a yella. shool-in-the-back polecat. 
Crawl — or go for your guns!" 

Jard Santee moved then— moved with lightning 
speed and savage violence, snatching at his guns. Fast, 
that dull-eyed killer, but not quite fast enough. 

The Gold-Dust Kid's draw was swift and smooth 
and sure. Jard Santee's gun-tips were rising, when the 
Kids gun muzzle jetted redlv and blasting echoes 
slapped back from the walls. The close-range bullet 
drove Santee backward across a poker table. Ht 
dropped his unfired guns, clawing at his stomach 
as he rolled to the floor, cards and poker chips cas- 
cading over his gray face. 

A wave of sound broke over the room, and men 
moved toward the Gold-Dust Kid Then they stopped, 
the silence closing down again swift and tense. The 
Gold-Dust Kid wasn't looking at them; he wasn't 
looking at the motionless figure on the floor. 

The door at the back of the room hud ooened and 
a man had come into the room. A slender, dark-faced, 
flashily dressed man— Jack Blood, who by ruthlessnes* 
and trickery was gaining power on the Jornado range, 
■Jack Blood wore shiny boots and gaudy jacket, and 
• pearl-handled gun In an ornamental holster. 



Dust Kid 



Howe 

The Gold-Dust Kid was looking at Jack Blood, face 
expressionless, smoking gun still in hand. 

Jack Blood was looking at Jard Santee, unbelief in 
his black eyes. Then his gaze went to the Gold-Dust 
Kid, and their eyes locked. .Blood hadn't seen the 
killing of Jard Santee. but he knew that any gent 
fast enough to beat Santee was poison. His tongue 
flicked nervously over his full, red lips. 

The Gold-Dust Kid gestured with his gun muzzle, 
and said: "Come over he.re, hombre!" 

Jack Blood hesitated, then moved forward, walk- 
ing stiff-legged. He stopped, the table Santee had 
sprawled over between him and the cold-eyed Gold- 
Dust Kid. The Kid bolstered his gun. 

Jack Blood asked blusteringlv: "What's -goin' on 
here? Whv'd you kill that man; He worked for me—" 

■'You mean he killed for you," the Gold-Dust Kid 
said flatly. "And you know damn well why I shot 
him, Jack Blood. He needed killin'. So do you — and 
you're gonna get it! You ready to grab that fancy 
gun you're wearin'?' 

Jack Blood plucked nervously at the gaudy fringe 
on his elkskin jacket. "I— there ain't any need for" 
more killin'." he said hoarsely. "You were fast enough 
to kill Santee. I wouldn't have a chance with you." 

"That's your own funeral," snapped the Gold-Dust 
Kid. "You drawin'?" 

Jack Blood shook his glossy head. "No! It'd be 
suicide. If I had an even break — " 

A short-skirted hnnkytonk girl giggled in the taut 
silencfe, and it sounded loud and harsh. The watchers 
were awed by [he gun-wizardry they'd just seen. They 
didn't savvy what was behind this, but they sensed 
that it was Something deeper than just a light between 

The Gold-Dust Kid was grinning contemptuously. 
He said: "All right— you don't deserve it, but I'll give 
you an even break " 

STEPPING suddenly forward, the Gold-Dust Kid 
snaked Jack Blood's fancy gun from its holster 
He broke the gun and removed five cartridges from 
the cylinder, leaving only one. He did the same with 
his own gun, and spun the cylinders of each several 
times with his thumb. 

Jack Blood blurted: "What the hell're you Up to?" 

"I'll show you," said the Gold-Dust Kid. "You 
wanted an even break, and this is it. Speed won't 
count here. Here's how we'll do it. Each of these guns 
has just one shell in it. Maybe the plunger will hit 
that shell the fitvt jerk, mavbe the second, and mavbe 
not till the fifth. 

"We'll stand with my gun against your belly, yours 
against mine Somebody will count four, and well 
both start jerkin' trigger. The one that explodes his 
shell first, wins— and the other gets a bullet in the 
belly. Simple, ain't it — and fair?" 

"It's crazy,'' Jack Blood said furiously. "I won't do 
It!" 

"You'll do it — or get down on your belly and crawl 
like the yella snake you are!" 

The Gold-Dust Kid thrust Blood's gun into his hand, 
and they faced each other, the pot muzzle of each 
touching the stomach of the other. That contemptuous 
grin still twitched the Kitfs lips. Jack Blood's lips were 
gray, and globules of sweat stood 'out on his swarthy 

The Gold-Dust Kid's eyes singled out old Teton 

Smith, and he said: "Count, old-timer; slow and easy." 

Teton Smith said softly: "One—" 

The Gold-Dust Kid's finger was steady on the trig- 

| - 1 -. Jack Blood's breathing was harsh and ragged in 



the silence. The look of a trapped wolf was in his eyes. 



and his gunmen were doing it for him. His finger 
quivered on the trigger, and the sweat started trick- 
ling down his face. 

He whimpered: "This is a crazy way to fight." 

"Had vou rather crawl?" the Gold-Dust Kid asked 
softly. 

Teton Smith droned: "Three—" 

"Get set, Blood." the Kid prodded. "What If your 
shell is in the fifth chamber, and mine In the first?" 

Jack Blood's gray lips were twitching, and the rivu- 
lets of sweat were dripping from hig chin and splash- 
ing on the floor. In his mind he could feel hot lead 
rirji-'inc into his stomach. 

"Fo— " 

Jack Blood spat out a whining curse and the gun 
dropped from his nerveless fingers. The Gold-Dust 
Kid let it lay. 

He said slowly: "You're worse even than Jard San- 
tee. Blood. You hire others- to do your dirty killing. 
You're leavin' this range — but first, you're tellin' these 
folks what happened to Johnny Parneli. Start talkin'. 
Blood, quick!" 

"1—1 figured 1 .-UEfhta get more than the five thou- 
sand dollars old Dave Parneli left me," Jack Blood 
whined. "So I decided to get the Rafter T. loo. I 
started lookin' for Johnny Parneli. and finally located 
him down In the Si? Bend country of Texas I sent 
Jard Santee down there— to kill Johnnv Parneli, so 
he wouldn't ever come back to claim the Rafter T 

"Santee tracked Johnny into [he badlands one day, 
and shot him and his bronc Then Santee watched 
them fall into a deep canyon He came back and told 
me that. After a while the sheriff down there sent word 
Johnny's horse had been found, and that Johnny must 
have died m the river Then I figured the Rafter T 

"But there's some more to il."*Mtid the Gold-Dust 
Kid "Johnny Parneli had three bullet holes m him 
when he went over that canyon wall into the river 
but he didn't die He floated a coupla mile; down- 
stream, and an old wild-horse hunter, named Limp 1 , 
Wade, fished him out and nursed him back u> lift 
Johnny Parneli was unconscious lour days, and it wa: 
that many months before he couid walk again Hi 
spent three more months, just practicin a fast draw- 
so he could pay back that visit Jard Santee had paid 
him down in Texas 

"And. gents, here I am. Down in the Big Bend 
country I'm known as the Gold-Dust Kid— but here 
on my home range, call me Johnny Parneli!" 

Jack Blood had been inching stealthily backward, 
and now he turned suddenly and darted toward the 
batwings. Nobody moved to stop him. they knew that 
Jornado would see him no more 

The men of Jornada gathered quickly about Johnny 
Parneli, slapping him on ihe back, shaking his hand 
This smoky-eyed young gent, they guessed, would 
make a swell neighbor. They'd have all the time they 
wanted to pay back the money they'd borrowed from 
old Dave Parneli. Their ranches were safe. 

Old Teton Smith yelled: "Belly up, you cow-prods 
and sheepherders and hard-rock men — I'm buyin'- 
We're drinkin' to a real man!" 

Johnny Pamell's grin was no longer bleak, but 
warm and friendly, and a little embarrassed. 

"Always glad to h'ist one with my neighbors," he 
said. "Me, I've come back home to stay!" 
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